POETS  IN  PARADISE

pointed from among the city jackal s, to discuss a matter
of mutual benefit to both.

"The jackals agreed. Next evening at sunset several
venerable and, it must be admitted, rather stupid jackals
met an equal number of ragged dogs at the main gate of
the city.

"The dogs expounded their plan. Many of them had
been ill of late. An epidemic had swept some away and
had left others thin and weak. The doctors had done their
best to cure them, but physic was of no avail without a
change of air. That was one side of the case. Now for
the other. Always to live within the confines of the city,
was that not injurious to the health of the jackals ? Such a
course tended to make them soft. The atmosphere must
be vitiated and stale. Surely they missed never being
able to gallop in the fresh cool air of the desert. Would
they not like a taste of country life ? Cunningly the chief
dog spokesman etched a picture of the pleasures and ad-
vantages of a pastoral existence. The jackals, brains
dulled by generations of hand-feeding, wagged their heads,
and gave answer.

" 'We thank you, O dogs,5 said the oldest of them. elt
seems an excellent plan you propose. We think it delight-
ful and instructive for our respective communities to
exchange places for a while. Let us do so for three days
and three nights. We will meet here to-morrow at sun-
down, that each may sample the life of the other.5

"The delegates parted with mutual expressions of
friendship and satisfaction, the tongues of the dogs well in
their cheeks.

"At the appointed time both communities assembled in
a vast concourse, separated only by the city wall. The
leaders advanced, and agreed in three days to meet again
at the same place and time, the jackals to return to their
comfortable city homes and the dogs to the fresh air of the
desert.